RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

which they would live together, Jean-Noel dressed as a choirboy, him-
self a fervently adoring nun. Oh, the drama of being born into a
Catholic family in a puritan country and to have the faith! Would not
all these torments have been spared him if he had been a Protestant?
He was going mad. The boy was making him lose his reason. The
boy's entrance into his life was his tragedy and his damnation. It would
have been better had Jean-Noel never been born. It would have been
better to see his body crushed on the road. It would have been better
to strangle him with his own hands. But could one strangle an angel?

The angel, sitting on a straw chair and listening to the harmonium,
was bored. He was wondering what Marie-Ange was doing, but with-
out anxiety. He thought Basil was really praying at rather too great
length. He automatically felt for the gold lighter in his pocket. Pern
had given it him to accompany the cigarette-case. He kept his fingers
occupied feeling the ribbed surface.

A dozen monks entered and sat in a circle in the choir stalls for the
evening office. A few dim lights were turned on above them. The
harmonium fell silent. The monks talked among themselves in the low,
indifferent voices of servants come^to perform without fatigue the
household chores of God.

"They are at peace, they are happy. Why cannot I be so?" thought
Pemrose.

And then he felt the sudden illumination of his own salvation. A
great, bright-light was in him and he knew it for the light of grace. He
dared not yet formulate his thought, but he already knew its tenor
and its aim. A strength other than his own, but with which his own
was fused, dictated the longed-for resolution. Refuge, absolution, the
redemption of a life of sin, of a life useless to mankind; peace, peace
at last, in the contemplation of God; the passing of the hours in the
tasks of a monastic rule; all these moved in his mind in a liberating
glow, tongues of fire licking at his eyes, pyrotechnical suns against the
vast background of the night of renunciation. This was the issue for
which he was searching. He would go to confession that very night and
ask for asylum in the monastery. He would enter it poor, stripped of
his possessions, with no change of shirt, an exhausted pilgrim in search
of rest. He would send the boy away, loading him with presents. Ah,
the ways of Providence! If fate had not posted this boy, an uncon-
scious guide, upon his path, he might never have found grace. He
would leave the world without farewell He would send instructions
that his fortune be distributed to the poor. He began to organize his
life of repentance and sanctity. "Lord Pemrose has taken Orders..."
Either here or at Santo Damiani. A humble place at the end of the
refectory, from where he might see the flowers of St Glare. And his
delicate body would require no better food than the coarse soup. Provi-
dence was making his way plain.
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